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“Where on airth hev you been?”

The old Santa Fe Trail, tho scene of 50
meny exploits of daring and suffering,
{s now an obliterated path. What we
are wont to call “The March of Progrees”
and “Tha H{lf‘!ﬂd of Civilization,” have
blarred it past following step by step
over the prairies and mountains of the
west, bat the long track is still blazed
pero and there by prominent points—
bloody massacres and other historic in-
cldents—so that one eannot deviate far
if he nndertake to follow it

It wonld not be wise, however, to sct
ont upon this journey by any of the
maethods of travel that wero in use when
the Sants Fe Trail was the scene of a
great traffic—with ox tenm plodding
heavily and slowly, by which the pioncer
emigrant moved on; nor on foot with
pack upon back, as the forty-niners trav.
eled. It would be hard to follow the |
trail go. The only highway that will
take yon over nesrly the same route is
the Atchison, Topeks and Santa Fe rail-
yoad. If it is not couvepient to buy a
ticket on that line and yon have no pass,
then got o map of the region west of the
Mississippi and put your index finger
down at what was once Westport Land-
ing, now Kansas City, Missouri. That
is the starting point of our story.

The old trading town of Westport was
for a long timathe eastern limit of the
Banta Fe Trail. It lay high on the bluffs,
gix or seven miles from the sand bar
where 8t. Louls steamers landed their
eargoss. Beyond the town, westward,
snd over the Kansas line, the United
Ftates government had set apart a
stretch of conntry for the use of Santa
Fe trains, on which they encamped and
corraled their worn ont oxen. Here the
poor beasts rested, fed upon the rich
prairie grass and reouperated strength
for the long return journey over the
plains to Santa Pe. The drivers of these
pnwieldly ox teams were mostly Mexi-
cans, speaking no language but their |
own profane Bpanish and looking sullen-
1y out from under their sombreros and
their tangled black hair. They and the
wagon masters slept and ate in camp and
drank at the trading post, while the
hoad buyers went on to St. Lonis to lay
in a stock of goods adapted to the
markets of the mysterions country that
was long ago conguersd by Spain and
then forgotten of men, Sometimes these
trains had a long time to wait for the
journey to St. Louis, and the return
voyage up tho mmd shifting Missouri
was tedious and of uncertain duration.
" In the summer of eighteen hundred
and fifty-one many corrals dotted the
uplands of the prairiec on the reserve
near Westport, and the berds of cattle
belonging to than grazed in the val-
leys, lay on the sun slopes, and drank
from the half dry crecks that wound
through the hills toward the Kaw.
They had grown sleck and fat, their
gaunted gdes wore filled out and their
appealing ribs were buried in flesh, so
Jong had they waited for a cargo.

Even the lazy teamsters were growing
restless, and the wagon masters wero
anxious to start westward while the
grass wos in good condition. Al were
listening for the steamer's whistle that
could be plainly heard at the post when
the wind was from the north, but they
did not trust to that for information of
the boot's arrival, Couriers were con-
stantly going back and forth to and
from the landing on the floet footed
Maxican ponies that accompanied all ox
trains om the Santa Fe Trail for the nse
of outriders, scouts and m s,
“No boat" was the word they brought
bock day after day, until one hot after-
noon when the sunshine quivered over
the prairie like the breath of a furnace,
and po breese so much as stirred the
long grass in the sloughs, The cattle
lay panting on the uplands, and the
Mexicans were stretchod ont in the
shade of the wagous,

Suddenly a grateful north wind came
swirltng among the grass, breaking the
ghesta of the swmmer day in an instant,
and almost upon its first wave came the

and mounted and went dashing from

» “states” man, and spoke both English
snd Spanish. He was of unoertain age,
because of his brown, unkempt, fron-
Hersmanlike sppearance, and yot rather
young than old. He had been one of
the most impatient for the boat to come,
wod now he was among the first to catch

bess, & feeling
make o bridle path through the woods
that Iy betweon Westport town and the

more men kept on
had come to be called in derision
“King's highway,"” and as the
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huge cottonwood stamps
the water. She was loaded down so
that the water had washed her deck and
gides a grimy mud color. Her mixed
and indescribable frelght was piled high
on every side in anything but shipshape.
Her passengers wero all crowded for-
ward, anxious to get ashore, and their
faces were of every color and type
Miners, soldiers, Yankees, traders, gam-
blers, ndventurers, Negroes, army offi-
cers, emigrants and a few women camo
over the gang plank in a motley proces-
gion. (reetings wers exchanged by

| sgome with men in the crowd on the

bank: others stood aside and looked on,
strotching  themselves as if just re-
Jeased from a cramped position, and
then looking about for the settlement.

Many of the passengers of the Polar
Star chose to walk ont to Weetport; some
hired Mexican ponies and mounted them
eautionsly, having heard of the tmcking
broncho afar off; others took passage in
the “schooner” drawn by six creepmg
oxen, aud all started over the hills to the
trading post, except those who were to
help unload the cargo and bring up the
supplies for Westportk

The Mexican buyers ordered the wagon
trains down in haste, the boat's long de-
lay making them impatient to etart out.
The captain had been ordered to wait for
United States troops bound to Fort
Leavenworth; then the Polar Star had
gromnded on & sand bar when sho was
gix days out from 8t, Louis: her sapply
of fuel at & certain landing was not
ready, snd she was obliged to wait while
cord wood from threo miles inland was
hauled to her, One detention after an-
other, together with her heavy cargo,
made her trip a slow one, but no serionus
acoident had befallen ber and the freight
for the overland trains was landed in
good condition,

As the straggling procession was
about to start up the hill the captain of
the Polar Star noticed a woman stand-
ing alone and looking in a dazed and
frightened way, first at the boat and
then at the caravan. He remembered
her well, for, to use the phrase of his
own thonghts, he had “had his eye on
her” throughout the voyage from St
Louis.

She had come aboard late at that city
with her passage paid to Westport Land-
ing. There, she had afterward explained,
ghe would be met by a friend. Deing a
quiet, modest, plain litth body, the offi
cers’ wives who were aboard the boat
took kindly to her and befriended her
throughout the trip. They were some-
what ourious, to be sure, concerning the
“friend” who would meet her; very rea-
sonably, too, since it was an almost un-
heard of and certainly a ventuoresoms
thing for a woman to start up country
on a Missouri river steamboat in those
early days. But her manmer, and per-
haps what she did not say more than
anything she eaid, prevented close in-
quiry, The wife of & captain of artil-
lery, who “ranked” all the others, gave
it ont a8 her opinion that one of two
things must be the true explanation,
Either the lone woman had been de-
serted by her husband and was not quite
sure that ho would keep his promise to
meet her at Westport Landing, or ghe
expected to join an old lover and be
married there,

More than once, when the woman sat
on the deck of the Polar Star and gazed
across the muddy waters of the river
into the young cottonwood groves be-
yond, a pathetic look crept into her face
that warranted the first theory. Again
a trustful hopo would shine through her
gray oyes and convines her new friends
of the latter explanation.

The captain’s attention had been espe-
clally attracted to her by a little scene
of which he believed himself 10 be the
only witness. Soon after she came aboard
his boat at St. Lous, and while he was
watching her with some suspicion and
wondering that 8 woman of her appear-
ance should start upon such a journey
alone, he saw her face grow suddenly
white. They were both well forward at
the thme, but the woman was walking
toward the stern of the vessel, and it was
evident to the captain that she was star-
tled by something she saw there amid the
crowd of passengers—deckhands and
poldiers—all engaged in assorting and
arranging the stacks of freight and lug-
gage, This keen observer of strange
peopls tarned quickly and looked in the
same direction with the woman's cyes,
bat he could not determine what it was
that had caused the to leave her
face, She made no attempt at concenl-
ment snd was plainly in no way dis-
guised. Of these things the old captain
made mental note and then wisely de-
cided to bide his time,

But as the voyage progressed and the
woman gave no sign, the captain was
puzzled. He said fo himself: “She knows
where she {8 going and what she is
about and she intends to keep her own
rounsel. It's wonderful what a quiet bit
of & woman will undertake when ghe
makes up her mind to it. Her courage
is like the patient man's anger when at
last aroused.” And the old captain
gighed a loug, deep sigh and kept his own
connsal,

Although he, too, had beon curious
concerning her “friend,” he was not
greatly surprised to see her standing
alons after the passengers were all land-
ed from the Polar Star. He approach-
el her just as the officers’ wives, who
wern in the great wagon ready to ascend
the hill, espied her, and called to her to
join them.

“Nobody met me,” sho said to the
captain as he came up, and, though the
words had a lonely sound, he was
puzzled anew at the tone, and the ex-
pression he fancied he defected for an
instant in ber face was one of relief
rather than disappointment,
to“mtl;hfj“m going up to see the

mn |l]t|i ax I 5 i;'
you had better go along.” ki

The womaa had learned from the offi-

tavern, and the military officers had
takon their wives out to the corrals to
oo the Mexicans, and the wagon trains,

Fo. Onaof the wagon masters had his
wife with him, and she had already bar-
gainod with her for the trip.

There was nothing to do but to say
goodby, wish the woman a safe journey
and success in her errand. After the de-
parture of her friends the lone traveler
immediately took up her abode in camp
with the wagon master’s wife, There all
was activity and bustle, preparations for
the journey were going forward on overy
gide, though it would be two or three
days, they said, before the packing could
be completed and all made ready. Many
of the traing were on the way to the
landing, others were already down by
the levee receiving their loads and the
remainder were preparing to start,

All save one. At King's corral the
oxen were standing idly about, and the
stupid Mexicans wers looking along the
many little trails that converged fo-
ward Westport, and up and down the
"King's highway,” bul no wagon mas-
tor was in pight for them. In half an
hour a well dressed Mexican galloped
up to them on s mustang, hurling
native oaths at their dogaed faces and
cruel, black eyes, The “‘greasers™ fell
to work and jabbed the unoffending cat-
tle as they yoked them np.

“It is & bad piece of business,” said
the wagon master's wife to her guest,
companion or servant (she could not de-
fine the position whjch the strange wom-
an occupied in her mind and her fami-
ly). “The wan King went off with the
othens to see the boat como in and no-
body hain't seed him senca.  Leastways
he started down the trail he made his
sclf over the hill vander, an that's the
last of him. It's more like a Mexican to
act that away, an the men folks say
King seemed like o right decent feller,”

The strangor said nothing, but busied
herself ahout the cooking she had volun-
teered to assist with. Some one was re-
cruited or promoted to the vacant wagon
mastership and the packing went on.

The next day when the wagon master's
wife arose from her siesta under the
wagon, she saw the strange woman com-
ing toward the corral along the “King's
highway.” When sghe drew near and sat
down in the grass quite out of breath,
her hostess said:

“Where on airth hev you been? 1
missed you the minute I gotawake. Yon
hain't been out jest to pick them flowers,
hey you? Jest you wait twell we git out
on the perarah where there's been no
grazin to speak of if you want to see
flowers.”

The wagon master's wife never knew to
a certainty just what became of the flow-
ers that were gathered on the “King's
highway,” but she took it for granted
they were thrown away after she had
fmparted the information of finer ones
to come,

*Who knows it \mm'i that woman™

Spread oat the map again. Put yonr
finger down at the town of Great Bend,
in southern Kuansas, on the Arkansas
river. Annihilate by a backwanl step
of forty years all signs of the white
man's presence that now lie so thick
throughout the length and breadth of
this fertile valley of tho “‘Nile of Kangas"
—tho mysterious stream whose moun-
tain fed waters are said to flow more
below ground than above,

Picture a vast rolling prairie covered
with all the shades of grass that ever
grew. Fresh and spring green in the
sloughs, lush and long and June green
on the river margins, burned brown on
the southern slopes and misty and gray
on the uplands where the buffalo grass
spreads. The river is hidden by it
Higher than & man's head the rank grass
waves in every passing breeze or stands
motiopless in the Aogust sun. To the
waler's very edge the traveler must go
to look upon its slow sliding flood.

Down from the higher lands, north
and south, come BATTOW paths worn Dy
the feet of the mghty buffalo as he
journeys with the seasons and halts and

| stamys at theriver brink while he slakes

his thirst. His “wallows” dot the up-
lands bere amd there—bare, round
pitches ten or twelve feet across, where
his lordship has rolled and turned on
every journey till the tough sod is worn
through and not a epear of grass sprouats.

At right angles to these deep, slim
paths run the Sevta e Trail; at times
near the brink of the river, again cut-
ting across a loop from bend to bend,
and them climbing to the highlands to
avoid a marsh or deep ravine.

Along its track is strung a long caval-
oads, the retwrning Santa Fe train for

wagons, four abreast, aud drawn by

' mauy yoke of oxem, weary plodders

‘iﬂl‘m downbent and heavy yokes
robbing their galled necks. Pack mnles

they ride is garlanded with flowers. The
year 16 nearing its antumu, and the sea-
gon of yellows and purples has come.
(yoldemrod feathers thoe ground over
acres and acres, and stands in solid rows
of crinkled gold along the broken lines
of the trail. Tall, purplish flower spikes
bend stiffly befors the routh wind, like
bayonets in armored hands, and shake a
apicy perfume from the sensitive plant
at their feet. Hero and there a clumpof
fringed gentian hides behind a screen of
compass weed; and the modest cycla-
men, the violet of antumn, turngitssweet
white face down towurd its own heart
leaves, blushes a tender pink, fades,
twists its stalk into aspiral and bends to
earth to deposit its ripened seeds, where
they may be cherished by ita own sub-
stance, All these blossoms and many
more, twined with the black and roddish
water grasses, hang from the dusty wag-
on bows. But now the flower beds are
almost past, buffalo grass stretches for
many miles ahead, and then the desert
sand, alkali dust and cactus

The wagon master's wife told her com-
panion what was before them and bade
Ler cherish her flowers well. She did
for their own sakes. But in the folds
of her only other gown, between the
leaves of a prayer book that had seem
better days, were the blossoms she
plucked along the “King's highway” on
the Missouri hills, and none of these
latter ones were ever put with them.

The trains had been out now many

at Council Grove, on the Neosho.river,
they had halted for organization. That
point was the final rendezvous for west
bound trains. Thers they elected a
commander for the expedition and be-
yond that point the wagons never fell
out of their regular order in the line of
march.

Four long, toiling teams moved con-
stantly forward side by side. Then four
more came on abreast, and so to the
end. This arrangemont was for the

ont was kopt, and with whom enconnters
were not unknown by the traders,
though treaties had been made by the
government with every tribe through
whose territory the Santa Fe Trail ran,
by the termns of which all trains wero to
puss along its track nnmolested. That
the government entertained a doubt of
the Indians holding to this compact was

l road, 800 miles long, was made 300 feet
| wide, so that the curavans might be
{ kept compaet aud defensible.

[ The delay st Conncil Grove had been
| longer than nsual, owing to the difficulty
| of agreeing upon a captain. It developed

that there had been a tacit understanding ]

| to elect Wagon Master King to that re-
| sponsible position, and his sudden and
complets disappearance loft the company
at a loss for a competemt head, or at
least for one in whom they all had con-
fidenca, Tho place obviously required
a man of nerve and guick decision, but
above all he must be posecssed of well
known fighting qualities. King had a
reputation as an Indian fighter, and al-
though he was not a favorite personally,
it was conceded that he conld be trusted
and that he wounld be brave in the face
of dangar.

“What do you suppose ever took King
off, suyhow?" said one of the men, after
they had canvassed tho subject ropoated-
ly and yet had not agreed upon o cap-
tain. His question seemed to be ad-
dressed to the camp in general, and after
a moment’s silence and the usual puz-
gling of brows whenever the lost wagon
Iaster's name was mentioned, a soldier
who was lying on the grass raised upon
his elbow and said:

“] don't know as you have asked me,
but 1 believe this man you are talking
about went away because he saw some-
body aboard the Polar Star that he
didn't want to meet. Who knows it
wasn't that woman?”

The men looked at the speaker in
blank astonishment, but no one contra-
dictod him. It was the first probable
solution that had been offered, and nat-
urally it was not long in finding lodg-
ment in every man's mind. Theu ons
Iddﬂd:

“He was afeard, and watched, hey?
Likely enough!” And another said:

“Smart fellow; but he's no coward.”

The repacking done, after the jolting
and settling of the freight between
Westport and Council Grove, and the
cattle windad and refreshed, it becams
nocessary to decide upon @ captain and
goon. Anold Mexican plainsman was
chosen—s man who bad made many
overland journeys, had seen much haz-
ardous service and conld speak broken
English ard a number of ladian lan-
guages, besides Spanish. DBut he bad
pever before commanded an expedition
scroes the plains, Just why, nobody
seemed to know, or to be willing to say.

Perhaps because of an undefined fear
that in a pinch he would “funk.” It
seemed to be his due that he should once
bave the honor of commanding & train,
and though these overland mariners
were not men to teke great risks for
honor's sake, they ventured a little this
time and elected old Jose Valdez to the
captaincy. With a great show of loyalty
the crown of authority was put upon his
brow, and many of his followers pro-
tested that they had long wished to see
the thing done,

Happy old Jose! he started the expe-
dition with a flonrish. His glittering
black eyes danced, for they bad not yet
loat their luster, and they counld see a
moving object on the plains farther
away than many that were a score of

TouES peide would make him do his

;st."thy said; “everything would be
a'-

And his pride did spur the old captain
constantly. It aronsed his ambition to
maks the quickest trip that had been
known for years, to have the most com-
fortable camping grounds, and the best
time geverally. Occasionally he would
bring his mind back to duty with a start
becauss he had discovered himself in
Santa Fe, recounting the success of the
expedition under his leadership to his
stay-at-home comrades, into whose cars
b“ﬁhﬂ:ﬂlﬂh years to be able to

days. More than a hundred miles back, |

purpose of better proteotion against hos- |
tile Indians, for whomn a constant look- |

evidenced by the fact that the great |

gouth after tmffalo, Probably for
hundreds of years before the Santa Fe
Trail was used by white traders and
trappers this great north and south trail
was followed by the hunters of the prai-
rio tribes,

But a fow miles away from tho rock
the Pawnee river empties into the Ar-
kansas, and the banks of both streams
afforded fine camping grounds. Tho
grazing was good iu the valleys and the
rock afforded protoction from foes and
shelter from wind and fire. Whoever
first gnined its summit was almost im-
pregnably fortified agalnst enemies so
long as supplies of food and water and
arrows or ammunition lasted. Many
men whose naines are now conspicnous
in the history of this country have spent
anxious days and nights on Pawnee
rock, and but a few years ago many
names could be vead upon its scarred
face. luneighteen hundred and fifty-one
hundreds of them, ent in the soft stone
by hands that showed all degrees of
civilization and semibarbarity, were
graven in the base of this old landmark.

rifle shot from the rock. The wagons
| were formed into a corral, and after tho

the inclosure for the night. Captain
Joso cast his searching eyes over the
plains many times before night at last
shnt them ont, but his glance always
came back satisfied,

] calkilate you kin turn in and gleep
tonyrht, boys,"” said one of the American
wagon masters, “‘from the way the old
captain looks. Narya red devil insight,
nor o sign of one."”

“Yes," said another, "hit looks like
fair sailin, but I reckon we'll all sleep
better if we hov a good strong picket
line ont. These hyer is mighty danger-
ous parts, pardner. I've sead the time
when [ thought nothin couldn’t tempt
| me back hiyer agin.”

“Waell, don't tell us about it tonight,”
said a third, “we've got soldiers with
| s and we've had o long pull today; lot's
| have a good night of it and take that
yarn another time—it might give us bad
dreams, you kunow, old chap.”

Those who had never heard the story
of the plainsman's adventure at Pawnee
rock were disappointed to have it shut
off in this summary manner by one who
| had listened to it on numerous previous
trips, but all wers weary from the day's
| march, and when the pickets wers

stationed for the first watch every man
lny down with a restful sense of
pecurity. Nothing but the stars lighted
the great plains and the little group of
tired sleepers in the corral.

The fires had been put out or covered
up before dark, and thero was scarcely
a sound even to betray the presence of
the camp. Oocasionally an ox moved a
clumsy foot, or a driver in his heavy
gleep called out a lusty *“Wo haw, Buck,”
but the sentinels heard little, save the
scampering of the uight ammals in the
grass and now and then the far off bark
of o coyote,

It mnst have becn two hours after
midnight. Tho “watch” bad given place
to the “relief” and all was still again,
Suddenly one of the pomies whinnied,
loud and clear, and two or three of his
mates sniffed sharply snd rose upon their
fewt, The noise did not waken many of
the sleapors, but Captain Jose was up in
an instant and making the rounds of the
pickets,

They had heard nothing—seen nothing,
The little half tamed broncho had star-
tled them with a eudden suiff of the air
and then the piercing call, as if to some
of his kind beyond the reach of human
genses, but within the knowledge of his—
acute by heredity and a life that ranged
over long distances undulled by confine-
ment snd disuse,

The entire camp was arouscd,  Silently
and with the utmost caation they wers
told to prepare for defense, With the
first ray of light Captain Jose said they
might expect an attack from the Indians
—¢ither the Pawnees or Cheyonnes, Al
the axperienced plainsmen in the com-
mand agreed with him. It was not the
first timo they had been warned of the
approach of the enemy by a Mexican
pony. To be ready to repulse a swift
and deadly onalaught from tho stecithy
dogs must be their tactics now, they
gaid, and every man was postad rifle in
hand and many rounds of ammunition
in his belt, Thess precautions scemed
overdone to the men who were malking
their first trip seross the plains and to
some of the raw recrnits among the sol-
diers, bub a short experience with the
frontiersmen bad already taught them
that words are cheap coin in the estimu.
tion of that roving and hardy commu-
nity and they wisely held their pasce,

“Hist! hist!" from Captain Jose, who
naturally fell into ¥he dialect of the
Mexican under excitement.

All eyes wers bent into the grass as
they had been directed dn hour before.
The gray light was sifting into the air

but thinly as yot, and strain their vision
as they might they could see but a few
foet away. Still, as they looked it grow
lighter and lighter, and the grass rustled,
with & passing breezo, porhaps; or, was
it a crouching form creeping on neare
and nearer—a dozen! a scors! hundreds!

On overy side the grass was alive with
In_dhnn. and simultaneously with Cap-
tain Jose's command to “fire!® they
sprang forward yelling like demnons and
falling over one another in a frenzy of
surprise and rage. The reception was
too much for them; they fell back, leav-
ing many dead aud wounded within a
few feet of the corral, a ghastly and

barricade.

The camp site was selectad just bevond | P€ :
| wind. The Indians saw it, but made n¢

cattle had been waterad at the river and |
herded on the banks in the grass during |

the long twilight, they were driven into |
| the springs for water.

Repulsed,
was the sitaation instant,
ly by every man fmwiliar with Indiag
warfare.

Up throngh the now fast coming ligy
ghot & beacon of fire from the high.y
point of the great rock, the Indians' t),,
graph for ages, lighted on that sam,
point for the snmmoning of friendly
tribes bofore the white man ever croms
the from the enst or Caro
nado traversed the plains from the wey
Higher and higher it blazed o6 the sy
agos piled dried grass and brush on iy
bed. Long tongues of flame leaped g3
into the air, clouds of emoke rolled away
over the prairis, and then it all died o
as suddenly 8s it was kindled, The ashie
of the light stuff hlew away on the nox
wind that touched tho top of the ol
rock, and before the rolling ball of srnaky
had melted into the nearsst white floas
ing clond the beacon fire was out.  Du
it had done its swift errand well.

The Indisns down by the river and
those on the rock, all now plainly visihie
from the corral, went calinly about thy
preparations for the morning meal
There wers no squaws with tho band
and no lodge polos were carried; it ww
ovidently 8 war party. DBreakfast w
mads ready in the cormal too. Than
was no hunger wherewith to season the
food, but every man knew that he musi
eat to fortify himself for battlo-—perham
that he might be able to summon cour
ago to meot death bravely,

“There is the answering signal; you
der to the sonth,” cried somo one on the
lookout.

Yes, there it was, a faint, unsteady
pennon of bloe smoke wavering in the

gign—they know it would come. The
stolid meal went on, the wary eyes keep
ing watch only on the corral so that n
white man might ereep to the river o

Josa Valdez wore an anxioms look
He had said that (& wounld take the In
dians at least four hours to come to the
aid of the attacking band.

“Till vhin,” added the Irishman, “ye
can slape or ate or make your wills,
b'ys, as ye like Pat Duffy will clans
his gun and be ready for the divils, bad
coss to thim."

Most of the command followed Pat's
examplo and cleaned their rifles, bui
they could not joke nor make light ol
their predicament, it _was too sorious;
that was plainly indicated by the fuces
of Captain Jose and the other old plaius

If an Indian had appeared in thetrmidgt
1 condd not have surprised them more,
Sure enough, when the sun was abogt

three hours high the captain’s watchful

eyes gaw a moving epot on the prairie

away to the soothwanl. A shifting
brown mass that rose on the ridges and
aescended aguin mto the valleys, ke a
boat at sea coming in with the roll of
the tide, constantly growing larger awl
coming DEarer,

Tho field glass soon resolved the mass
into mounted Indians on the gallop, thy-
ing over the prairie almost with the
speed of the wind, A fow mare miles
and the war paint could be secu upon
their faces as they were upturned to the
pun, their long, black hair streaming o
the wind, and the feathers of their head-
dresacs tomang from side to gide,  Sowo
of them wyre eruel Spanish spurs with
which they goaded the little beasts be-
neath thom, and all came on pellmell,
thirsty for paleface blood and traders’
whisky,

Qutriders from the camp on the Ar-
kansas met the re-enforcements two or
threo miles out on the prairie, and evi-
dently recounted o them the situation
of the fue. A council of war was held,
and in less than another hour the mosé
demoniacal whoops and yells broke upon
the ears of the listeners, and the Indians
gtarted toward the corrl.

It is well known that for o long time
back in the history of the west the wild
Indians have been as well armed a8 say
white men who encountered them, Those
bands were no exception. Thoy carried
exactly the eame kind of rifles and many
of them had revolvers. The only diffor-
ence between the arms of the mean iu
Josa Valder' corral und thasg of the lo-
dians outside was that the lodians car
ried bows and arrows in addition e
their other weapons, TheYmen in the
corral were well supplied with agununi-
ticn, but it was not to be wasted, and
Cuptain Joso cautioped them to make
every shot count,

It would seem to one unfamiliar with
Indian tactics that the corrul bhad greatly
the advantage, but it must be remem-
bered that the instunt the advancing line
wis within rifle shot every Indian threw
himself on the side of his pony, hanging
there out of sight with a bullet prool
breastwork between him and his foe
The hudians fired under the horses’ neoks,
and whenever & painted face or a lesther
fringed leg was vigible a sure shot from
the wingous struck it and its owner rolled
over into the grass. A little nearcr and
a little pearer drow the death dealing
coil a8 it circled around and around. The
Indians were fronzied by the sight of
their own dend, who had lain near the
wagons since early morning, bat they
could not make a break in the barricade
through which to rush upon the hendfdl
of men inside. That was what they ex-

to do and that was what the mea




